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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CREEDS 



Men build rough high walls 
Along straight narrow lines 
And call them — Creeds. 

Men carve distorted shapes 
Upon the rough high walls 
And call them — Truth. 

Men put fantastic rags 
On those distorted shapes 
And call them — Beauty. 

Men keep, forever, 

Within those rough high walls 

And call it — Right. 

Men manacle their minds, 

Fearful lest they scale the rough high walls 

And be free. 

Men blind their eyes, 

Fearful lest they see the mysterious world 

And be wise. 

Men deafen their ears, 

Fearful lest they hear 

Enthralling music calling them beyond 

And go. 
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Men creep onward 

Between those rough high walls, 

Those grotesque walls, those queer-decked walls, 

And call themselves saved. 

ii 

I am not saved, 
But, friend, weep not my lot; 
For I was born of sun and earth, 
And the stars are relatives of mine. 

I am brother to the wind, 
And the sea is a sister of mine. 

I am kinsman to the wolf, 

And the lamb is a cousin of mine. 

The blood of the eagle is part of me, 

Part of me is blood of the dove. 

The blood of the lark flows through my veins, 

And the venomous blood of the snake. 

My mother nestles the pine, 
The columbine, aster and rose. 

My mother fosters the oak, 
And the violet suckles her. 

My mother gives life to the palm, 
And the poppy grows red at her breast. 
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Yes, and nothing trammels me — 
Save men, my most beloved fools ! 

Men would deafen my ears, blinder my eyes, 
Manacle my mind! 

Ah, my kindred, I'll have no walls around me!- 
No rough high walls, no queer-decked walls. 

IMMORTALITY 

I am immortal as a burst of song, 
That quivers from the thrush's throat 
And sinks to silence. 

I am immortal as the kiss of love, 
That wakes the world to melody, . 
And leaves a memory. 

I am immortal as the laughing hour, 

That throws her leaven on the sodden heart — 

And trips away. 

I am immortal as the purple dusk, 
That drugs the weary brain to dreams, 
And fades. 

I am immortal as the wind of March, 
That woos the barren earth to life — 
And passes. 
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